more firmly than at this moment."  He shook his head.  "Decidedly
it is not the hour. The gamble would be a desperate one."
Scipione was annoyed. "It might be if I had prepared less soundly.
I am not without the support of France*'5
"So I was supposing when you spoke of the means under your
hand. But, for myself, 1 must prefer the Emperor. That is why I will
not present him with a revolution when he arrives."
"The Emperor?   Are you then concerned to serve him?"
"I am not concerned to serve France, which would be the conse-
quence of receiving French support. My service is to Genoa and the
Adorni, and this the Emperor is likelier to further."
"And Doria, then?" cried Scipione, exasperated by this phlegm.
"Does he not rely upon Imperial support? Isn't Charles V
beglamoured by the Admiral ?"
"That is why we must begin by dispelling the Imperial illusion.
Before we can bring Doria down, we must pull away his Imperial
prop; cause the Emperor to see for himself that this man's fame is a
superstition, a bubble blown by Fortune."
Scipione was changing colour. His eyes were angry. "How long
will this take to accomplish?"
"I don't know, Scipione. But nothing can be done until accom-
plished it is. It is necessary to have patience. Perhaps this will not
be tried too hard. We are about to take the seas against the Turk.
War has a way of supplying opportunities both for making and for
destroying reputations. I think of Goialatta and in what case I might
there have left Andrea Doria."
"That is to trust too much to chance. Suppose that the coming
war affords you none. Suppose, instead, that it is your own reputation
that is destroyed, and with it the ascendancy you enjoy at this moment
What then?"
"Faith, I am not a prophet. I cannot speak to the future. But I
can speak to the present, and the present I tell you again is not our
moment."
"You tell me so." Scipione was now utterly out of patience.
"You do not even trouble to ask what are the means of which I speak.
Listen, Prospero. I have three hundred French troops at Lavagna to
supply a cuttMg edge to the axe."
"But where is the axe?"
"Here. In your hands. The populace offers itself as a weapon to
you, as it may never offer itself again. You have but to parade your
wrongs, demand vengeance for the death of your father, and the
people will rally to you, the hero of the hour. With my French to
open the way, we storm the Fassuolo Palace, and the day of Doria
dominion in Genoa is at an end."
"After which, if even so much were possible, we can sit down and
wait for the Emperor to avenge the Lord Andrea. You look at only
one side of the coin. No, no, Scipione. Before I attempt to strike
down the Duke of Melfi I shall have removed the Imperial shield that
covers him."
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